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Ulysses Lost 


Disclaimer: The members of Iron Maiden are their own people, and | daresay that they're nothing at all like 
this. No impeachment or offence is intended, and no money is being made from this story. It's all for my own 
enjoyment..well, and that of my readers, of course. 


Rating: Adult. R, | guess. 


Author's note: This was originally intended to be a slash story, and only the beginning was written before | ran 
out of steam. After some terrible events within my family | was reading through the ‘dead fic file’ and came 
across this; somehow, from my grief has come this cheerful little tale of a day off in the sunshine. | hope you 
enjoy it. 


UP THE IRONS! 


Ulysses Lost 


"Bruce..Bruce! Where the fuck are we going?" 


We have a day off, for fuck's sake. Where's the nutter dragging me off to now? I'm tired Nicko is also to be 
seen dragging a couple of protesting guitarists across the hotel lobby; Janick has apparently had the good 
sense to hide because our lunatic drummer only has Adrian and Dave in tow, who are both giving him the 


same sort of earache l'm currently giving Bruce. 
"What's going on, ‘Arry?" grumbles Ade, face like thunder. | don't blame him. 


"Fucked if | know," | sigh in return, shooting Bruce the dirtiest look | can muster up at five in the morning. We 
didn't get to bed until two, so we've all had less than three hours sleep and here are Bruce and Nicko, fresh as 


fucking daisies and up to no good. 


"We've got a little trip set up." Bruce is grinning from ear to ear. That's a bad sign, and | think I'll have to kill 


him if he doesn't start with some answers. 


"And a teensy-weensy little competition, too," adds Nicko in his booming voice, whooping happily. We groan, but 
allow ourselves to be towed outside the hotel and stuffed into the minibus driven by one of our Greek staff. 


He's grinning too. | want to hurt someone. 


Dave, laid back as ever, curls up in his seat and falls instantly asleep. The two ringleaders are stuffed in the 
front, studying a map - a map? What the fuck do they need a map for? - muttering and giggling quietly. 


| share a glance with Ade, who just shrugs and curls into Dave's side before quickly beginning to snore. | fold 
my arms and scowl at the passing countryside; | could sleep, | guess, but I've got a bloody good head of mad 
on by now and | don't want to let it go. Bruce is so going to pay for this. 


After all, we've got a couple of days off then we're going back to the UK for thirteen more shows, we began 
this tour in the States, then Japan, stopped off in South America, have done Europe - finishing with two shows 
here in Greece - hit the road to UK then a brief break before locking ourselves up in the studio again. We've 
been on the road for nearly a bloody year now; there's at least another four months to go and to be honest 


my patience for practical jokes ran out about a month in. 


Touring's not nearly as much fun as it used to be. | miss my wife. | miss my kids. | even miss the fucking dog 
And all | wanted to do today was snooze, chat to the family on the phone and generally stare at the walls for 
a few hours before going out for a drink or two this evening. Nice and chilled.ch yeah, and | wasn't going to 


get up until midday. At least 


So this had better be bloody good. 


Half an hour later and my patience is about exhausted. | kick the back of Nicko's seat hard enough to make 


him jump. 

"Come on. What's going on, mate?" 

Nicko turns to face me and grins broadly. | know that expression It means all hell is about to break loose. 

"You know | got my pilot's licence last year?" 

| close my eyes and groan quietly, Ade does the same thing, and Dave cracks open an eye and sighs. 

"So what the fuck are we then? Guinea pigs? Or you two gonna have some sort of dogfight over the Aegean?" 


"Nah," chips in Bruce, "we've hired a couple of seaplanes. We're going to see who can find the nicest little island 


to get drunk on. Then we're going to race back." 
| close my eyes again. This is insane. 


Four hours later, and I'm beginning to change my mind. Bruce and | took one of the pretty little blue and white 
planes, Nicko and the guitarists the other one. Apparently Janick was supposed to come with us but, as I'd 
thought, had got wind of the whole affair and buggered off to another hotel for the night. So we flew around 
for a bit until we found this little slip of an island - nothing more than a wide crescent of white sand, the 
bluest bay you've ever seen, a little grove of olive trees for shade ..completely deserted, Bruce swears he 
knows where we are, so we're not even lost. Bonus. Absolutely gorgeous, and as | take my boots and socks off 


| can feel the tension beginning to drain out of me. 

Bruce staggers up the beach with several cool boxes as | flop back onto the shady blanket and close my eyes, 
sighing deeply as | soak up the peace of the place. He plops down beside me under the ancient, gnarled trees, 
and | feel an ice cold bottle of beer pushed into my hand. 

We clink bottles, and neither one of us speaks for a moment while we drink. 

"You up for a swim?" 

| crack an eye open and laugh at him; he looks like a little kid playing hookey from school. He's got the biggest 
grin on his face, and | feel a sudden surge of affection for the man; he'd worked out what we all needed most, 


planned it, come up with it and finally executed it. We've run away for the day; no phones, more or less out of 


touch, food and drink and above all a little peace and quiet, all on our little lonesomes. | grin back. 
"Didn't bring me trunks, did 1?" 


He snorts. "Like there's anyone around to see." 


Skinny dipping? Well, why the hell not. 

So there we are, splashing around in the Aegean. It's warm, and clear, blue as you like and absolutely beautiful. 
Eventually even Bruce gets tired and we end up just floating on our backs, staring up at a perfect sky while 
the swell rocks us gently. This is perfect. 


So when something large sweeps by underneath us we're definitely not expecting it. 


We both rocket upright with a splash and glance at each other warily. No splashings or surface disturbance, so 
it's not dolphins. 


"Are there any sharks in the Aegean?" | ask Bruce, nervous. 

"There are no sharks in the Aegean, ‘Arry," he says firmly, then looks down apprehensively as another dark 
shape sweeps past us underwater, close enough to push him aside with the displacement of water, "but | think 
the shore might be a good idea..°" 

We begin to swim slowly, carefully, both remembering what we've read about avoiding shark attack. Don't panic. 
Don't splash, don't look like something wounded, or weak; | spy another sleek shape and swallow with a mouth 


suddenly dry. The speed those things are moving, how can we look anything but weak? 


We're almost there, almost to where we can touch the sandy bottom and race for the shore, when Bruce 


vanishes with a yell. 
Oh shit. | turn and look, treading water as | search for him frantically with a sinking feeling in my stomach. 


Another dark shape heads for me like a torpedo, | feel a sharp tug on my legs, then | too am dragged, 
struggling, beneath the surface. 


es 
"Harry. Harry? Come on, wake up. You're alive, honest. Now wake up." 

Bruce. Bruce? He's been eaten by a shark. 

"Harry, open those nice brown eyes of yours and say hello to the ladies. Come on." 

| blink my eyes open and slowly struggle to a sitting position, coughing and snorting until all my airways are 
clear. The first thing | see is Bruce kneeling beside me in the gentle surf, grinning all over his face; the fuck's 


he looking so pleased about? Hasn't he been eaten by a shark? 


Then | see what's behind him, and my eyes widen in disbelief. 


Mermaids. Fucking..mermaidg 
Nah. Can't be. 


| look again, and one of them makes a chuckling sound and raises in the water, arching over in a backwards 
jump and displaying her sleek brown tail. Doesn't look like a suit; moves differently, if you see what | mean. | 
went to a club in Glasgow once that had a huge fishtank in it where swam a girl made up as a mermaid; | 


spent hours watching her flit amongst the fishies, and her tail didn't look anything like this. 
| realise that Bruce is jabbering on, and tune back into him for a bit. 


"IFs incredible, they've been talking to me - well not talking exactly - and it looks like they've got gills and 
lungs. They can breathe above and below the water! They've got fur on their tails like seals and they --" 


| tune him out again, just in time to catch the eye of another one of the amazing creatures who surfaces a 
short distance from me. She rolls her eyes theatrically, and | burst out laughing. Isn't a one of us hasn't done 
the exact same thing when Bruce goes off on one of his explaining kicks. He taps me on the shoulder, hands me 


a bottle of water and | take a long drink, gratefully. 
"I think they want us to go a bit deeper. You want to?" 


| think about this. First, | don't know what they want to do to us. Eat us? Drown us? Didn't the Sirens of 
mythology drown sailors? Second, we're both still as naked as the day we were born. I'm not embarrassed.. 


exactly..but I've noticed at least one of them looking rather curiously at our..wedding tackle. So to speak. 
| shoot Bruce a rather dubious look. 


| don't think they'll hurt us; | think they were playing before, and just overestimated how long we could hold 
our breath. They brought us to shore when they realised you'd passed out and | was panicking. Y'wuss, by the 
way." 

| flip him the finger, then laugh again as one of the mermaids immediately tries to replicate the gesture. | 
feel..absurdly cheerful. Maybe its the fact | nearly drowned, maybe it's the release of tension but. feel 
happy. These things are real. Nobody else, apparently, knows about them; and how often in this life can you say 


you've had a truly unique experience? 
| grin and stand up, legs still a bit wobbly from the fright they gave us. "Come on then" 


We walk back into the water, and the girls get very excited; they make squeeeee-ing noises like dolphins, show 
sharp white teeth in apparent pleasure and begin to jump and sport in the water before crowding close to us. | 
listen to Bruce's voice and chuckle; the mermaids are obviously a little more confident with him, as they're stil 


staying just out of my arm's reach as they examine me. 


‘Oh, you're pretty - ouch! Watch it, that's delicate, that is - Yes, that's my hair. Oh no you don't, that's 
naughty..hey! Hel-lo.." 


He's still babbling happily away, scolding and laughing at the maid's antics by turn, when one of them decides to 
get brave and rubs right against me. 


Dear God! She's got perfect, human breasts, olive skinned, large but not enormous, just over a handful and 
perfect. Her eyes are large and dark over killer cheekbones, lips full and inviting, hair black and so long it 
reaches halfway to her tail. And that taill In the brief contact | can feel that it is indeed furred, but sleek like 
a seal and rock hard with muscle. The fin at the end opens and closes like a fan, giving her amazing 
manoeuvrability, she darts back to her friends and they gather and giggle like teenaged girls, throwing decidedly 


naughty glances at me over their shoulders before advancing on me once more. 


Now I'm surrounded. Four - or five, it's hard to tell - are touching me, rubbing their bodies against me, 
stroking me..and I'm rather embarrassed to discover that l'm getting hard. Well, you'd have to be a statue not 
to, the way this lot are rubbing themselves against us; | feel a tug on my hair and spin around, only to see a 


smaller individual hurriedly dive away. 


One of the ladies strokes my hair, making a purring noise, separates the strands and plays with it, running 


elegant fingers through it and up to caress the back of my neck. Oh my. 


Another turns and chases the smaller one off, they surface a little distance away and she chatters like an 
angry bird. The smaller one sinks in the water and looks ashamed. | feel rather sorry for her; she looks to be 
younger than her sisters, little more than a child, breasts just budding and hips beginning to swell above her 
tail. Maybe she wanted to get in on the action but was too young. 


Which thought made me wonder just what the ‘action’ was supposed to accomplish, but | quickly stowed that 
thought for later consideration. In the meantime, | gently nudged a couple of the girls out of the way and 
beckoned to the younger one. She dipped under, surfaced a little closer and looked shy. 


| beckoned again, and she came closer still, then she was gone, but I'd got my eye in now and watched her 
circling underwater. Remembering my excited state | covered myself with my hands; the other mermaids 
seemed to find this amusing, and laughed uproariously amongst themselves. The little one came closer and 
paused; remembering something my kids liked to do in the pool when they were small | shuffled my feet apart, 


leaving an archway of leg. 


She sneaked in, examined my feet briefly and sped away. Before | could move she was back, darting through 
the arch with a speed that made me fear for my bones if she got it wrong and hit me by mistake. 


She didn't, and did half a dozen lightning fast circuits before surfacing right in front of me, grinning like the 
child she undoubtedly was. | had to smile back, and she suddenly surged forward and flung her arms around 


my neck in an exuberant, innocent hug of sheer joy; a quick, chaste peck on the cheek and she was gone, 


streaking off into the distance and arching once in a graceful leap before vanishing below the surface. 


"Looks like you've got another fan there, ‘Arry," chuckled Bruce. | spared him a glance before turning back to 
the rest of my fan club. 


Blimey, but he's getting rather friendly. One of the ladies is rubbing herself against him in a very familiar way 
while one has her arms wrapped around his neck and looks to be nibbling his ears. A couple more are doing 


slow passes, and | can see blurred shapes under the water writhing against his legs. 
"What are you doing?" 
"Relaxing. Chill out, Harry, it's not like they're going to come after you tomorrow wanting alimony.” 


Good point, but still.. 


The mermaid who appeared to love my hair is back, pressing her breasts against my shoulderblades as she 
moves in to investigate. Oh lordy, but that feels good! The water is rubbing her nipples up and down slightly, 
and | can feel all sorts of hormonal things beginning to stir. I'm just glad the little one has gone. 


Another girl boldly swims up to my front, pushing me backwards until | lose my footing and am suddenly 
supported in a net of sleek bodies, pert breasts, slender arms..it's heaven. She wriggles her tail between my 
legs and begins to gently caress my face with her strong, cool fingers; I'm tempted to write all this off as the 
innocent contact of a species that perhaps doesn't understand us, but there's something very dark in her eyes 
and the noises they're beginning to make..are, how shall | put this?.unmistakeable. 


| give in when | hear some other unmistakeable noises coming from Bruce. Dirty old goat. 

Hands are stroking and I'm beginning to wonder just how we're going to accomplish anything - anatomically, you 
understand - when one of the surrounding girls takes my hand, rubs it across those amazing breasts, down 
her body, and shows me. 

Oh right. Same place, just harder to see under the fur. Righto then 

The maid still touching my face gets a light in her eye, and leans in for a kiss. Well, who am | to refuse a lady? 
Fuck me, | think woozily, she's done this before. Must have. Christ, nobody kisses like that without practice... 
Her hands are roaming over my chest, my hips..other hands are caressing too, touching me in all sorts of 


intimate places and | can barely feel the sea any more, so surrounded am | by this strange female flesh. She 


gives an odd sort of a wiggle, and | feel - 


Oh. My. Fucking. God. 


She's hot and wet and tight - fuck me, so tight - and | can't help but buck my hips into her; she locks her 
mouth over mine and grabs my buttocks, digging her fingernails in and writhing against me. | wrap my legs 
around her tail and go for it; her sisters are calling passionately, and when she breaks the kiss | let my head 
fall back and join my voice with theirs. 


The familiar pressure builds at the base of my spine, and when she gives a kind of melodious shriek and | feel 
her internal muscles pulse and milk my cock | can't hold back, and | come inside her, jerking my hips in release. 
She wraps her arms around my neck, kisses me, and slides away.. barely notice, because there are plenty of 
other hands and mouths to take her place, and all | have to do is relax and caress, nibble and suck, and 


generally enjoy this bizarre feast. 


| don't know if it's the sunshine, or the weirdness, or the fact that there's almost no effort involved but | felt 
like | was sixteen again, managing to screw several of these ravishing creatures before | was too exhausted to 


do any more. 


They seemed to sense this, and curled around me in the water, supporting me and caressing me, comforting 
now instead of driving me higher. One girl - | think she was the one who'd gone first - insinuated herself 
firmly under my arm and laid her head shyly on my shoulder. | hugged her, and gave her an affectionate kiss 


on the forehead; she smiled at me and made a murmuring, chuckling noise that sounded very pleased. 
"You're welcome," | said, and relaxed with a sigh. 


| must have fallen asleep then, because the next thing | remember is my companion shaking me awake and 
dropping a soft kiss on my lips. It was evening, and when | stretched my feet down they met the bottom, they 
had returned us to our beach. There was the plane - being inspected curiously from a distance by a sister or 


two - and the coolboxes. 
| wanted nothing more than a beer, a sandwich and a kip. 


| stepped away from the mermaid and she took my hands; she was smiling, but there was a sadness in her 


eyes. | read the message there and nodded. 
"I know, luv. Ill miss you too. Thank you." 


She nodded, let go of my hands and turned to go; before she did though, she made some gestures with her 
hands that, when | understood them, made me widen my eyes in surprise. She pointed to me, then herself, 


then made a cradling, rocking motion with her arms. Clear enough, | supposed; you, me, and baby makes three. 


| smiled, repeated the baby motion and pointed to myself; she returned the sweetest smile I've ever seen on a 
woman, nodded then waved at several of her sisters, waiting for her in the deeper water offshore. Christ, 
really? | looked surprised again and she gave that strange, chuckling laugh once more, a mix of a happy dolphin 


and a child. 


And speaking of children, the little one was back. She surfaced beside her sister, looked up at her with a 
question in her eyes; my mermaid nodded kindly, and the little one darted in, pressed something weighty and 
awkward into my hand and gave me another of those quick, childish bear hugs before turning and swimming 


away like lightning. 


"Come on, 'Arry," said an exhausted voice from nearby, and | saw Bruce staggering out of the water looking as 


well-fucked as | felt, "time for a beer." 
"No shit," | replied, and turned back to wish the mermaids goodbye. 
They'd gone. | sighed, and waved anyway; maybe they saw it, and maybe they didn't. 


We made our way back to the coolboxes and crashed out in the sand, watching the sun set. Bruce - ever the 


boyscout - made a little driftwood fire and we ate, drank and watched the sea, all in silence. 


"You think that was real?" asked Bruce quietly, a little later. | looked at the gift the little one had brought me, 
a strange shell twisted and fluted and gleaming with all the colours of a thousand rainbows. I'd been around the 
markets in several seaside towns, and never seen anything quite like it; I'd only ever seen one before, and that 


was in a museum back in the UK a very long time ago. 


It was, the dusty little card proclaimed, given to a mariner by a mermaid. It had been his most valued 
possession until the day he died, and the photograph of the old man had been strangely touching; he'd had a 
far away look in his eyes, and a smile on his lips. | wondered if | was now wearing the same expression, and 


how long it would last. 


"Yeah," | replied with a smile, closing my fingers carefully around the gift, "real as anything." 


